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TheTragedie of ' -v . 

Whichbreathdthispoyfon. . .. . . . , ( . v 

King. Rage mud be withdood . , 

Giue me his gage* Lions make Leopards tame* . 

M»wb. Y ea, out not change hisfpotsjtake butniyf}, ani 
And I reiigne my gage, my deare deare Lord. t 

The purelt treafure niortall times atfoord, 

Is fpotlefie reputation, that away * ; Q,. ; - j ; 

Men arebutguildcdloame,and painted Clay i ■ sW 
A iewell in a tenne times bard v p Qbed, „ < < S: y- , 


Is a bold Spirit in a ioyall Bread. • - V >/ , ■ 

MincHonouris my life, both grow in onej U , 
Take honour from me, and my life is done.^ 
Then(dcaremyLiege)mineHonourktmetry,- ( : j 

InthatIliue,.and.for that will Idfej Look ; . • •_ ,|j n i i:ur, 
King. Coofin, throw vp^otingagejdtKyttu begini ;, ! 1 
Bull. O G od defend my foule fro-mi fuch deepe fuiiie, , 
Shall I leemc Creft-fallen in my fathers fight?' ' 

Or with pale begger-face impeach my Hight, 

Before this out-dardedadard? Ere my tongue. . . 
■Shall wound my Honour withfuch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo baec a parlee, my teooh fhall teare 
The flauifh motiue of recanting fe are, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high dilgrace. 

Where fhame doth harbour, eucn.inJVlawbraicsface, 
Kwg. Wewere not borne to fue, but tocommandj 
Which fince weeannotdoe, to makeyou friends, 

Be ready (as your life fhall anfwere it) 

At C ouentrie vpon Saint Lombards d ay : 

There fhall your Swords and Launccs arbitrate 
The-fwdlingdiflerehce ofyour fe tied hate ; M 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhalHee . / ' . d. 

lufticedefignethe Victors chiualric. 

Lord Mar (hall, command ©ur Officers at Armes, 
Bexeadie to direCt thefe home all armes. Exit, 

v:; u •: > v i / at©* ;o : ; 1 : v ;• 3 1 1 * 

Enter John ofGdftnt , with ihe J&utcheffeiof 
_ Gawa. Alasjthcpart I had inWooddocks blood,: 
Doth mo|c Loficitcme, then your exclainaes, j r ' ^ 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22312) LONDON, 1 



Richard the Second* 

To (Hire again!! the BiikIkts of hialife. 

Unr fince corredionlyeth in thofe handes, N . . 

vJhich made the fault that we cannot correct, 

Put wee our quarrdl to the will of heauen } 

Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades. 

V j)ntchej[e. Finds Brotherhood in thee no fharper fpur , 
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 
vdwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of hisfacred blood, 

Or feauen fairc branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen aredryed by Natures courfc j 
Some of thofe Branches by theDefteniescuU 
But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocejier, 

One Violl full of Edwards fated blood, 

One flouri thing Branch of his mod Royall roote 
Iscrad,and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Ernies hand, and Murders bloodieaxe. 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 

That mettall, that felfe mould that fafhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liued and breathed. 

Yet art thou flaine in him ; thou doft confent 
In fome large meafure to thy Fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Difpaire, 

In fuffering thus thy Brother to be fiaughtred j 
Thou (hewed the naked path-way to thy life. 

Teaching derne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That w^ich jn mcane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

What (hall I fay ? to fafegard thine owne life. 

The bed way is, to vengc my Glocejier s death. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubditute. 

His deputie annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death ; the which if wrongfully, ~ 

Let Heauen reuengc, forlmay neuer lift 
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